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£ THOUSAND pardons,” he said.  “1
quite forgot that you might not he
used to this style of travelling. Ave
you going far?”  He looked at her as
he spoke, out of a pair of merry brown eyes.

“To the white house,”

“Oh,” a slight lock of surprise crossed his face.

Rosmnond  noticed it.  “Can vou tell me the
name of the family living there?” she asked, not
well knowing how else to start the conversation
concerning this mysterious abode,

“ Why, noboedy lives there. At least,” here
the young man’s lips began to twitch with sup
pressed amusement, “some people say there is
someame lving there.”

« Oh.” said Rosamond with a start, and an in
deseribnble feeling of uneasiness.  “Who1”

“An old man.” 'The young fellow lowered his
voice.

“What do you mean {" asked Rosamond, fac-
ing him with a nervouos laugh,

“Why, the people say, Miss Ferrier, that it is
haunted. T will tell youali »hout it some day.”

The last curious remark w . 1d have made mune
impression wpor: Rosamond, had she not been soen
grossed in the former part of the sentence, and
the thovght of her unknown correspondent, still
she rvaived her eves in some surprise to his face.

“0h, weare bound to meet again, Miss Fer-
riev. T have often heard of you trom the people
round about, I made the acquaintance of your
cousin the other day. Probably you have not
heard of iae, though. T amn Ned Vanstone at your
service. My family, in o desire for rural solitude,
have taker up some land and a house at Egan-
ville, about seven miles from Calanoosie. A mece
desolate spot vou never saw. My father is in
despair over the rocks and stumps, so I have
given up my newspaper reporting, and have run
down to help him for a white,  Here we are at
your Manorial Hall,” and Mr. Edward Vanstone
jumped down and held out his hand to Miss
Ferrier.

A small gate beneath a bowee of woodbine,
opened upon a narrow grassgrowr, path leading
te a quaint white house. Tt had low windows
round which tangled vines were straying, and
waving idly to and fro in the western wind,
There was an air of sad  desolation  about the
place. The eastora portion of the house was al-
most overshadowed by aJarge eypress: somehow
the meaning of the funereal tree erept into Rosa-
mond’smind  deeay death,  What seenes had it
looked upon ! Had givlish faces ever swmil»d he
neath that house-tvee ! Had little feet grown to.
wirds manhood beneath its <hadow? Rasamand
gave a shiver and turned towards her companion,
young and <trang, and full of lie and laughter
He was gatheting up the veins preparatary to
driving on,

“Why, vou are not afraid 2™ he asked.  His
tone was half ineredulons, half amused, kindly
withal,

Rovumond drew herself up.  Of couree not,™
she seturned, watler haughtily,  “Thank you fiw
my ride,” and she opened the gate and walked
through, while the wagon and its owner drove
oll, <he could hear him singing as he went,

Rosaumond walked to and fro for a few minutes,
studying the house from different points of view.
Then with o desive to create some sign of life
about the place, she shook off her nervous fenrs,
and tried to open the windows, but though they
shook in their sockets, she could not force them
up from the outside, and the door was chained,
and padlocked. She peered through the dusty
panes. The spiders were idly spinning long
webs from the ceilings, and the big blue bottles
went buzzing vound. She went back to the
camerg, and took a photo of the side of the house,
facing Lonerock Mountain. She could take but
one photo at a time, having injured her plate
holder, so that it would only hold cne pinte. This
necessitated three journeys to the white house.
She had disearded the Ferrotype process to which
she treated the Culanoosie folk, and was using dry
plates for her views.

When she had taken the photograph she wend-
ed her way back to Culanoosie, while the sun
went. down behind the mountain.  She developed
her plate that night, and then retired to rest, but
only to re-visit the weird little house in her
dreams, and to fancy she heard the voice of her
unknown correspondent calling to her from with-
in, while she stoud outside, the locked door be
tween them.

The next evening Rosamond decided to take
the front view. Tf the photos were to be finished
in a week, she would have to make all possible
haste.  Mr. Vanstone and his springless wagen
came rattling along the road again.  * It is a good
thing that this is the last of the evening jour-
neys,” thought Rosamond, * to-morrow morning 1
will take the third view.” However, the photo
taken that evening turned out a failure, so Rova-
mond had two more journeys in store.

The next day dawned gloriously. It was cooler
than its predecessors, and she set blithely out in
the early morning, rather enjoying the change in
her professional labors. To her surprise, at the
corner of the “vad by the schoolhouse, who should
appear in sight but Mr. Ned Vanstone, walking
this time. /e seemed equally surprised to see ey

“I had some business with Mr. Miller at the
post oflice,” he said, “and stayed the night there,
What a pity T haven’t the cart with me! That
is such a heavy thing to carry.”

“Oh, it is cooler to-day,
50 T do not mind.

“Well, time hangs
heavy on my hands this
morning, I am not going
back to Eganville for a =
day or two, so let me carry
it for vou, do,” and he
took it from her, regard-
less of her demur.

“You seem very much
taken up with that white
hense,” said young Van
stone  suddeuly, as they
walked  along  together.
He lovked at her with
ome cariosity as he spoke

“T am interested in it,” returned Rosamond
cautiousy.

“WIl yen be going again after this morning I”

“ Yes—once more,”

“Tomorrow evening ! Yes, go then, and let me
dtive you, may 77

Rosamoand hesitated, she was beginning to feel
donbtful as to how far her friendship with her
new aequaintance should extend.

“«Oh, ay ves  When do you start, and may T
call at the Stopping House for you?  Or perhaps
you would rather J did not do that ?”

Rusamond Jaid her doubts to rest.

“That is where T am staving, ard there is un
mystery about it, is there?” she said in her
straightforward manner.  “Yes, come  about
seven o'elock, if you ave sure it will not be out of
your way, and thank you for offering.”

Ned Vanstone left Rosamond at the gate, and

went on down the road singing Lady Nairne's
Scotch song as he went. She could ecatch the
words distinctly ; they floated back to her at a
later duy:
“The auld Iird, the auld luird,

Sae canty, kind and crouso,

How mony did he wolcome

Lo his ain wee dear auld house !

The auld house, the auld housw,

Wherevo Imay he,

There ne'er can by a new house

WVill seom s0 dear to me.”

But a little further down the road, when Rosn
mond Ferrier was out of heaving, he changed the
song suddenly :

¢ So long as the nation endureth,
So long as it’s flag is unfurled,
I'll love her forover and ever,
0, sweot little Rose of the World ! ™

Charrzr I

There was o change in “ the auld house ™ that
evening. Rosumond looked up from her focussing
on the ground glass, and noticed it.  Wonder of
wonders! All the uwpper windows were open.
Someone was cither inside or hnd been in Was
the mystery to be solved? Surely the haad that
opened those windows must have had something
to do with the strange note lying in her pocket.
She stole cautiously up to the house, under the
shadow of the cypress, and peeped in through a
window. Packing cases ! Someone was about to
move in, then. What man of education could
have chosen the neighborhoad of Culunaosic for a
dwelling place? And what a ditlident personage
not to have signed his name to his note !

Rosamond tovk the view and returned to break-
fast at the Stopping House. She was late for
the meal, the others had finished, voices floated
through the open kitchen door to her.

“So the new minister will be here on Tuesday
they say. Just fancy his setting up ¢ bachelors

hall” in the old white house, instead of bonrding
at Mrs MeMullen’s like all the others have done.”

 Bah!'” said Rosmmond, “all the romance has
Jone out of the affuir,
ister after all”

Ttis only the new min-
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Ned Vaustone
drew up at the
Stopping  Iouse punctu
ally at seven o'elock the
following evening, and Rosamond and the camera
climbed up together. Therve was a spice of naughti-
ness about this excursion which certainly gave zest
toit. Roesamond was notat all sure as to what her
mother’s feelings would have heen, had she seen
her seated on that hizh perch beside that pleas-
ant, brown-eyed yor ag man, driving through the
baliny evening air. As for Rosamond  herself
she felt as though she had known Ned Vanstone
for years.

“ Do you know that the new mimster is going
to live in the old white house " she asked.

“What, Thorndale? 1 knew he was coming
here to minister to the spiritual wants of Cala.
noosie, poor chap ! but T didu’t know he was going
to put, up there, I met him once, he is not. o bad
sort of fellow, only rather juvenile for his
ealling.”

(7’0 he Contintted.)




